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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
Hey alll This is a little multi-chapter I'm doing, and this first one is just a short prologue. | hope you'll stick 
with me and keep reading! Feedback is always appreciated :) 


James Hetfield was not someone to push around. 

People didn't tell James what to do. They knew that James was a force to be reckoned with, that he wasn't 
taking orders, and that if they tried to give him orders, they'd promptly be told to take their demands and 
shove them up their asses. For this reason, most people stayed out of James's way. 


Most people. 


However, there was one person in James's life that could order him around as much as they wanted, there 


was one person that got James to do anything they wanted with nothing more than a grumpy look 


That person was Lars Ulrich. And Lars could be fucking bossy. 


Though most anyone would surely be punched for speaking to James the way that Lars did, the frontman 
simply complied with his orders gracefully, almost indulgently. Somehow, the little Dane with the huge mouth 
had tamed the Mighty Het-he had learned the secret to getting anything he wanted out of the most 


incompliant, gruff, aloof man anyone may ever have met. 


Anyone around the pair would never understand how someone such as James might put up with someone as 


loud, as demanding, as annoying as Lars could be. But there was so much they didn't know. 


Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
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James hadn't had any idea what to expect when he answered an ad in the paper looking for a guitarist. He 
figured he'd be getting in with any other SoCal stoner teen as he'd dialed the number, doubting it would ever 


go anywhere important. 
Boy, was he wrong about who was going to be on the other end of that phone call. 
"Hey, I'm James. | was calling about, uh, the ad you put in the paper. For a guitar player.” 


"Hi. My name is Lars! lm so excited someone finally answered my ad, fuck. Do you want To come over and jam 


sometime? You should How about you come tomorrow?" 
James barely had time to blurt out a response before the other boy started talking again. 
"Great, James. I'm so excited to meet you! You'll come tomorrow then. My place. Goodbye!" 


What the hell had he gotten himself into? This guy seemed fucking crazy. Not to mention, he had the funniest 
accent James had ever heard. He wasn't totally sure he even wanted to meet up with the guy, but he had 
been so quick to talk James into making plans that he didn't even have time to think about it. 


Oh well, James supposed. Maybe he'd just have to turn the strange little foreigner down in person the next 
day. 


But when the next day rolled around, James found that it would be nearly impossible to rid himself of the tiny 
ball of energy he had somehow stumbled upon. The boy, whose name was Lars, had apparently moved to 
America from Denmark, and everything about him screamed European. The tight shorts he wore, the 
smelliness, and, most alarming for James, the way he had received a hug from this total stranger the very 


moment he walked in the door of his very nice home. 

"James, its so nice to meet you. Come with me and I'll show you my stuff! It's in the basement," the boy 
rambled, leading James into a spacious and finished basement that was covered wall to wall with metal band 
posters. Tapes and records sat stacked on shelves, and along the back wall sat a shiny, new-looking drum kit. 


Well shit, James thought. On top of all the other obnoxious things about this guy, he was a spoiled rich kid, too. 


"What kind of music do you like? Do you like Motörhead? I'll play some Motörhead and let's talk," Lars decided. 


James had barely gotten his mouth open to answer the question before the other boy had chosen for him. In 
a way, though, James didn't quite mind; he was shy as hell, hated talking. It was easier when the new guy he'd 
had to meet would do all the talking for him. 


As Lars put on the tape, James managed to step out of his comfort zone for once and speak first. "I like your 
posters. You have pretty good taste," he observed. His voice was so quiet that had the music started already, 


Lars surely wouldn't have heard him. 


As it did start, though, Lars turned around and smiled-no, beamed-at him. "Thanks. It's awesome here in 


America, it seems like there's record stores on every corner. | can get anything | want.” 


"Yeah, | know what you mean," James replied. He felt a little uncomfortable with how the little European looked 
at him, almost as though he was the most interesting thing he'd ever seen. James wasn't used to being 


admired. "Have you ever heard Budgie?" 


As if it was even possible, Lars's eyes lit up even more at the mention of this band. "Shit, of course! | can't 


believe you have. | didn't think anyone knew them," he said enthusiastically. 


With a small smile, James opened up his guitar case. "Well, if you wanna turn off your music, maybe we could 
jam on them a little?" 


Lars moved to turn off his Motörhead tape, though he shook his head at his new friend's suggestion. "Nah, | 
have a better idea. | think we should start with something like..oh, | don't know. Deep Purple maybe?" 


James gave a shrug. This guy seemed to want to do things his own way, he thought. He was a little bossy. But 
maybe James could get used to it, if he kept smiling at him like that. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
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Lars simply didn't understand why James had to be so stubborn about singing. 


They had finally settled on a name, Metallica, James had drawn them up a logo, they had band members, and 
had even written a few songs. Yet they still had one major obstacle in the way: they didn't know who was going 
to sing the songs. 


Or rather, James didn't yet know that he was going to sing the songs. 


Ever since Lars had caught the other boy dancing around their newly rented shack of a home while singing 
along to the lyrics of a Misfits song when he'd believed he was alone, the drummer knew that James would be 
a perfect vocalist. Though his voice had been soft, Lars heard the power that it might hold; he heard the 
future vocalist for the biggest metal band in the world. 


The latter, however, didn't quite see it that way. 


"Lars, there's no way l'm fucking singing. | can barely even talk to strangers, let alone sing in front of crowds!" 
James argued. "Besides, it's not like I'm good or anything." He studied his beer can for a while, knowing that if 
he met Lars's determined gaze he might be pushed in a direction he didn't want to go; Lars had that convincing 


effect on him. 


"That's bullshit! You're a great singer," Lars argued back. Immediately, he knew he'd made a mistake by saying 
this, as James hadn't known that he'd been caught singing. 


Wild-eyed, James's gaze snapped up to meet Lars's. "How would you know what kind of singer | am?" James 


questioned. 


For a few seconds, Lars hesitated, trying to formulate a tactful response. He settled on a shrug and an 
apologetic grin as he replied, "Well, uh, | kinda walked in the house while you were dancing around with your 
headphones on. Dancing and singing. But | didn’t tell you because it was so funny. And also ‘couse | was so 
shocked by your voice." 


A deep pink blush touched the other boy's cheeks. "Dammit, | guess | better be more careful about that," he 
said. He scratched the back of his neck awkwardly and his eyes shifted back down. 


"But you shouldn't, James! You're a good singer. And you're going to be the singer for Metallica," Lars stated 


matter -of-factly. 


With a resigned sigh, James seemed to contemplate it for a while. "D'you really think | can do it? | hate being in 
the spotlight. It scares me so much." 


Lars gave a reassuring nod. "I know you can do it, Jamie. I'll be right there behind you the whole time!" 


"Jamie?" the blonde boy asked quizzically. He'd never heard that name before. Lars smiled that beaming sort of 


smile at him and his insides went all warm. 
"Is that okay?" he asked. James simply nodded, trying to be nonchalant. 


"Do | really have to sing?" James asked after a few awkward seconds of processing the new nickname he'd 


been given. 


This time, Lars nodded at him. "Yes, you're going to sing. And we're going to be the biggest metal band in 
history. We're Metallica," Lars declared. He seemed so confident that James just believed him. 


"We're Metallica," James repeated. He liked saying those words. He might just have to write them down in a 
song sometime. 


And he did write them down in a song. And months and months later, as James sang them in a studio in New 


York City, he didn't mind that Lars had been so bossy about getting him to sing. 


Chapter 3 
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James was no stranger to roughing it, but the close quarters he was currently being forced to live in were 
almost too much even for himself. Night after night, he was stuck sleeping in shitty hotel rooms, shoved onto 
dirty pullout couches or even sticky floors. However, he couldn't complain too much about this; it was his own 


fault. 
It was because he didn't want to share a bed with another guy. 


The boys were still dirt-poor, barely had enough money to feed themselves sufficiently if they wanted to have 
enough funds to keep getting drunk. And for this reason, they would choose to book two one-bed rooms in 
whatever seedy place they could come up with. Lars was James's roommate of course, because they had 
become something of an inseparable pair since the conception of Metallica. Still, though, James couldn't fathom 
the idea of sharing a bed with another guy-with his best friend. So usually, he'd take his chances in whatever 
spot he could find, curling his tall, lanky form uncomfortably onto a couch or reluctantly sprawling out on the 


floor. 
One night, though, Lars had had enough. 


"Why do you do that every night, Hetfield? Do | scare you or something? Do | repulse you?" he asked, bunching 
the cheap comforter up around him as he sat up in bed and watched James contort himself into a ball on the 


small sofa 
James frowned. "No, you do not repulse me. | just.it feels weird sleeping with another guy," he finally admitted. 


Lars rolled his eyes. "It's only weird if you make it weird! | know that couch is gonna fuck up your back Not to 
mention that it's gross! Would you just come sleep in this bed?" 


The bed did look inviting, James thought. Lars was holding the covers open for him. It was very tempting. Stil, 
he sat still on the couch and hesitated for a while, shaking his head. 


Finally, it seemed that Lars had lost his patience. He hopped out of the bed and was soon at James's side, 
holding his wrist and dragging him off of the couch with all the strength his little body could muster. "C'mon, 
you're not doing this again," he declared. Finally, James budged and allowed himself to be pulled over to the bed. 
He sat down tentatively, and Lars watched him with hands on hips as he swung his legs into the bed and pulled 
the covers up. Satisfied, Lars hopped back over to his own spot on the other side. 


Though the sheets were cheap, rough and scratchy, to James they might as well have been fine silk. The 
lumpy pillow cradled his head and the thick comforter enveloped him in comfortable warmth. He stretched his 
sore back and legs out and enjoyed the cushioning of the mattress beneath him. For once on this tour he'd 
finally felt truly comfortable enough to get some sleep. Just as he felt the heavy comfort of exhaustion start 
to draw him in, he felt something ice cold against his legs: Lars's feet. 


Initially, James started, almost moved, almost yelped for the little drummer to get the hell off him, but when 
he turned his head and saw the angelic face of the man resting opposite him, he felt his voice die in his 
throat. The little feet warmed up quickly enough against James's legs and those green eyes fluttered open to 
meet James's in the dark. James quickly tried to pretend he hadn't been watching, but it was too late; he'd 
been caught. 


"What is it?" Lars asked sleepily. A tired smile touched his lips. 
‘Nothin’. Just glad to sleep in a bed for once. Thanks," he replied. 


The covers pulled towards Lars as the smaller man turned over in bed Oddly, James found himself 
disappointed by the loss of Lars's feet pressed against him. "Not for once. You're sleeping in the damn bed the 
rest of the tour, Jamie," he mumbled, voice thick with sleep. A soft yawn fell from Lars's mouth, and James 
was sure he'd finally drifted off. He laid there staring at Lars's back until the inviting blanket of sleep finally 
took him, too. 


As James stretched out in a shitty hotel bed night after night, Lars's ice cold feet pressed against his legs 
until they warmed enough for them both to fall asleep, he realized how glad he was that Lars decided to be 


bossy about even something as mundane as sleeping arrangements. 


Chapter 4 
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Kirk watched as James and Lars sat at the mixing booth, whispering together as usual. They'd dragged him all 
the way to Denmark to record the stupid album, and now they didn't even ask for any of his input. He just 
loved sitting around all day watching his two bandmates giggle like cliquish schoolgirls, but he'd much rather be 
back at home partying with his friends. At least Cliff was there. 


As Kirk sat picking absentmindedly at his guitar strings, he heard James laugh particularly hard. Lars's finger 
was pointed at some sound engineer who had passed out, because, of course, he wasn't being used too terribly 
much. James and Lars seemed to make all the decisions on their own. The taller boy mimicked the poor sleeping 
man, and then they both erupted into quiet giggles again. Kirk rolled his eyes. He wondered where Cliff might've 
gone off to. Probably to find a dealer. He sat his guitar down and lay down on the couch he had chosen, 
deciding to follow suit with the engineer who had unknowingly become the butt of his bandmates' jokes. 


It was the shrill sound of Lars's voice that woke Kirk eventually. 
"I just don't think that the drum part should sound like that, James! My way is fucking better," he argued. 


James threw his hands up in the air. "H's not like | wrote the song or anything Lars, but sure. Your way is 


definitely better." He huffed a loud sigh and pulled his hands through his hair, his frustration clearly building. 


Suddenly, Lars's face seemed to soften and he placed a firm hand on James's knee. "How about we just listen 
again, okay? Then we can decide together what we think the drum part should be like," he reasoned. He had his 
head tilted at James in the most sickly sweet, indulgent way Kirk had ever seen. 


Kirk kept silently watching, too curious to interrupt the interaction 


"Yeah, okay," James finally agreed. His expression melted back into its normal state, and then further; it 


became docile, equally indulgent to the look Lars had given seconds before. 


Kirk knew by that look on the frontman's face that Lars was going to get his way. He'd never seen James look 
at anyone like that before. And he'd definitely, surely never seen James bend to anyone's will like that before. 
Nobody's will except Lars's. 


Here, dozing on the couch in some recording studio in Denmark, Kirk came to understand that Lars didn't 
always have to be harsh and truly bossy to boss James Hetfield around. He also learned that James didn't 


seem to mind it. 


When he stirred and shifted on the couch, Lars's hand slipped away from James's knee; the sound of drum 


tracks filled the little studio again. 


Chapter 5 
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| told you to be careful on that damn skateboard!" 
Lars had barged into James's little section of the emergency room unexpectedly, and the startled jump he 
gave caused him to wince at the sudden movement of his arm. Still, he managed to roll his eyes. ‘Sorry, mom," 


he said sheepishly. He knew he'd been reckless, however, it had never failed him like this until now. 


The drummer had begun to pace across the floor, and James could practically see the worry building within 


him. "Dammit, James, we're supposed to play tonight! How're you going to play guitar with a broken wrist?" 
Not ready to lose hope quite yet, James looked up at Lars, who was still walking back and forth and pulling his 
hands through his hair. "We don't know for sure yet that it's broken! They haven't taken me in for my x-ray 
yet. Maybe it's just a little sprain" Looking at the bruising, knowing that it couldn't move, James already knew 
that there was no use in hoping; it was certainly broken 

Lars shook his head and sighed. "Dammit, James. Are you okay, at least?" He sat down next to the frontman 
With a nod, James replied, "l'm fine. | mean, it hurts like hell, but I'll be okay." The wrist was cradled in James's 
other hand, and when Lars saw it, he felt nearly sick. In the five years they'd known each other, Lars had 


become protective of the other boy. Seeing him hurt made Lars feel all wrong inside. 


Eventually, the nurse came and took James to get his x-ray, and soon after, they received the news they had 


braced for: James had indeed broken his wrist. James gave Lars a rueful smile as the nurse told them. 


"Guess | should've been more careful," he said. 


Lars huffed. "No kidding. | told you to be careful with that skateboard, you fuck," he scolded. Normally he 
would've thumped James on the side of the head, but not Today. 


"Will you come with me to get my cast?" 
“Course | will." 


Finally out of the hectic ER, James and Lars waited for a few minutes for the doctor to come and get the 


wrist patched up. "Lars, I'm sorry for not listening. | didn't mean to fuck up the tour." James seemed to be 


studying the tile of the floor. 


Though he wanted to be stern, Lars knew he couldn't possibly hold out. "Its okay, Jamie. I'm just glad it wasn't 
anything worse. I'm glad you're gonna be okay is all. We can always find someone to play guitar for a while. But 
no one could ever replace my best friend.” Those baby blue eyes that would be the death of him looked up 


then. He gave Lars one of those vulnerable smiles that barely anyone else got to see. 

The doctor walked in then, and the pair acted businesslike-as businesslike as a couple of greasy, long haired 
boys could look. When the ugly white cast had finally set James's arm in place, he looked woefully at the thing 
and realized finally that he wouldn't be playing guitar for quite a while. 


"Can | be the first one to sign it?" Lars asked. 


James nodded, but his mind was somewhere else as Lars began writing with the sharpie the doctor had loaned 


them. 


Maybe Lars's bossiness was for James's own good sometimes, he realized. 


Chapter 6 
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James sat in the hospital room staring at the cold tile floor. He saw, but he wasn't truly looking. He felt numb. 


All he wanted-needed-was to get up, to run away from this place, but his legs couldn't carry him. He needed 
to scream, and to cry, but his voice seemed frozen, caught behind the thick, sickening lump in his throat. His 


head felt hot and full of empty air. He was deadened to everything; he wanted to die. 


From beyond the hazy film of numbness, James heard a voice that he could recognize. "Buddy? Talk to me. 
Please, James," it begged. If his brain hadn't felt like it was swimming through gelatin he would have tried to 
reply, but he couldn't formulate a response. So there he sat, continuing to stare listlessly at the white tiles. 


From beyond the haze, James felt a weight against his shoulder, a small caramel colored head slumped against 
him. It shivered. He felt his vision swimming into blackness as the weight, something tangible, lulled him into a 


dreamless sleep. 


When James woke, the comforting weight against his shoulder had disappeared, though he couldn't remember 
what it was or why he had needed it. He shivered and looked around the white sterile room, briefly not 
understanding where he was. Then it hit him. 


The hospital. They were in the hospital because there had been an accident. When he looked around the room 
he saw Kirk curled up on a bed with a face red and flushed with tears, heard Lars's muffled voice from 
beyond the door, but where was Cliff? He sat bolt upright and scanned the room, wondering where his other 
bandmate was in the fog of his exhaustion 


Memories suddenly washed over James as he tried to gather his thoughts. 
He was climbing into his bunk to go to sleep. He was listening to the soft lull of his bandmates’ laughter as 
they drew cards for bunks. He was watching Cliff's tall and lanky figure climb into the bed where Kirk normally 


slept as the warm embrace of sleep took hold of him. 


He was waking up in a panic, feeling his body tumbling around in the dark. He was stumbling around in the cold 
of night, still half asleep as he searched for his bandmates. He was hearing Lars's horrified scream. 


He was standing in front of the bus, staring at Cliffs feet sticking out from under it. 


James felt his stomach go cold. He retched, but nothing came up. Then he yelled for Cliff, even though he knew 


there would be no answer. 
Instead, Lars came through the door. 


"Hey, hey. James," Lars called as he made a beeline for his distraught bandmate. His words did nothing to 
console James; he continued to cry out as Lars finally reached him. Lars took James's face between his hands. 


"James! Look at me." 


Though the stern words were enough to stop James's yells of his fallen bandmate's name, his sobs continued. 
Still, the swollen, bloodshot eyes looked into Lars's own. "H's gonna be okay. You need to calm down and breathe. 
Do that for me, please." His grip on James's tear-stained cheeks was strong as he watched the other boy 
begin to suck in labored, shuddering breaths. "That's it, buddy. It's gonna be okay," he repeated. He was saying 
it for the both of them. 


As James's hiccups and heavy sobs began to subside, he pulled himself gently away from Lars's grip. "How the 


fuck did this happen to us?" he choked. "Why did Cliff have to go?" 


Lars steeled himself for what felt like the millionth time since this began, he had to be strong. For James. "He 
didn't choose to leave us, James. It was an accident. And we're gonna be okay." With a sharp inhale through his 


nose, Lars managed to keep back his tears. He knew he couldn't let James see them. 


James simply shook his head in response. Burying his face in his hands, the body-racking sobs returned. "We're 
not, Lars. We're not," he wailed after some time. Watching his friend like this was killing Lars. He knew that 
James had a vulnerable side, but he had never before seen him like this. Never so utterly distraught. 


Though he was totally unsure of what to do, he knew that someone had to be the confident one-he knew it 
had to be him. He hopped up on the hospital bed next to his friend and wrapped an arm around his shoulder. 
"Yes. We're going to get through this because we have to. Cliff wouldn't want us to just give up." 


James leaned into Lars's embrace and the little drummer felt his heart warm a little for the first time since 
everything began He simply held onto James until he calmed down, not minding the tears that stained his shirt. 
When he looked down he realized with a bitter amusement that James had never even taken the time to put 
on shoes in all of the chaos. Eventually, James's sobs quieted and subsided. He breathed heavily against Lars's 


chest. 
"We're going to have to keep going, James," he mused quietly. 
The blonde looked up at him then. "What d'you mean?" 


"We have to let the press know. We have to figure out how to carry on without Cliff. We can't let Metallica 


fade away." 


With a cold dread in his stomach Lars felt James pull out of his grasp. His face had screwed into an expression 
somewhere between rage and disgust. "You wanna talk about going on without Cliff? Fuck you. Don't talk to me," 
he spat. Lars sat still for a few long seconds before James spoke again. "Get out of here. Go work on more 


business before his body's even cold, | know it's all you care about" 


Lars knew his feet were carrying him out of the hospital room, but he couldn't feel himself walking. Tears 


stung his eyes as he tried to find the strength within himself to decide what to tell the press. 


Sometimes it really fucking sucked to be the boss. 


Chapter 1 
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It had been a struggle to get James to the studio, to say the least. 


Normally, Lars was the one who showed up on his own time and his own terms, but these last few days and 
weeks, James had been the one who had trouble making an appearance. And it wasn't much help that he was 
often completely wasted by the time he managed to get there, either. His normally wild and playful drunken 
demeanor had morphed into something more sinister since the accident, as well, as they sat listening to and 
half-heartedly playing with bassist after bassist, James waved them off with a cold and hateful look which 


Lars had never before seen. It scared him. 


After what seemed like a million rejections, a man named Jason walked in and promptly blew them away. As he 
hung his auburn curls down and nailed song after song, Lars felt his hope growing that this could be the one. 
He pulled James aside and expressed this to his friend. 


"No, Lars. No. He isn't Cliff. | don't want him," James declared with an air of unmoving finality. His bloodshot 
eyes refused to meet Lars's. They hadn't since the day in the hospital. It killed Lars inside. 


Still, he had to be the businessman, the one who moved this band along. Clearly James couldn't handle it. "I 
know he isn't Cliff, nobody ever will be. But do you think he'd just want us to, what? Fucking give up? Slink off 
into the shadows and move on with mediocre lives? We have something here, James. And Jason keeps up. He 


will give us the chance to keep doing that, just like Cliff would've wanted." 


Contemplation briefly flashed through James's face. Eventually, he simply shook his head again. "No. We can't. 
That's my final word on it." He stormed off, leaving his two bandmates and the bassist behind. 


And there Lars stood, staring at the door that had slammed behind him, knowing that he was going to have to 


change his mind. 


Lars excused himself politely and headed off to follow James; spending nearly nonstop time with him for almost 
six years allowed him to know exactly the places the blonde might be. He passed by all the usual haunts: 
different bars and friends’ houses, clubs and skate parks. His last resort was James's own home, which was, in 


fact, where he found him. 


The lazily parked truck gave away his anger; even such little things showed Lars so much about James's 


moods, and this mood was a bad one. He didn't want to go inside. He knew he had to. 


Lars gave a sharp rap on the door first. "James, let me in there. We need to talk about this," he ordered. 
There was no answer, which was typical. He knocked harder, pounded, threatened, and still, he didn't hear so 
much as a stir from within. 


Desperate times called for desperate measures, Lars reasoned, as he hunted around for the spare key he kept 
in his car. Usually, he wouldn't invade his friend's privacy like this, but he knew he needed to get inside. As he 
got the door finally opened, he prepared to call out to get James's attention, however, he stopped when he saw 
the blonde sitting on the couch, staring up at him with a bottle in hand. 


"What the fuck are you doing? | knocked and yelled for like ten straight minutes!" Lars said. 


With a cocked eyebrow, James shrugged. "I know." He tipped his head back to get the last swallow of half-warm 


beer. 


Lars sighed and took a seat across from his friend. “Seriously? We need to talk about this shit, James. | know 
you and me usually just let shit go but this time we need to work it out" 


"What's there to talk about? We aren't fuckin’ replacing Cliff, and especially not with that goofy looking little 


shit from earlier." There was a hard look on the blonde's face; he looked older. 
Lars tugged a hand through his hair and sighed. "We have to do this. | know how hard this is for you," he said. 


"You don't know shit" Though James spoke quietly, Lars sensed the tension when he placed his empty bottle 
down just a little too hard. 


With James, Lars knew it was important to be tactful. Many things about their friendship had changed in the 
last few weeks, and Lars knew that as long as there was this coldness between them, he hadn't a chance of 


getting through. So he decided he'd do whatever it took to break that coldness. 


"Jamie, please listen to me. I'm tired of this," Lars pleaded. With a suddenness Lars didn't expect, James's eyes 
snapped up to meet his own He knew he was finally getting somewhere. "You know you're my best friend, 
right? This is so hard. I'm trying so hard to be strong and to keep our band-our dream-together. | don't want 


it to end and | damn well know | can't keep doing it without you. So please." 


At first, this had been about Lars trying to get James on his side, but by the end, he felt real tears pooling in 
his eyes and threatening to slide down his cheeks. Somewhere along the way his true emotions had broken 


free, and it seemed that James sensed that. His tensed hands unclenched and he finally gave Lars a genuine 


look. 


‘Its not like | want the band to just go away, y'know," James said after a while. His face was set in a hard 
frown, yet he didn't seem angry. Lars didn't know what to say, so he simply stayed quiet, waiting for the other 


man to continue. "This is just, like, a fucking nightmare for me. | loved Cliff. He was my brother. And-and | just 
feel so wrong, replacing him like this. So fast." Lars could see the shine of tears in his eyes, but he knew that 


James wouldn't let them fall. 


"| don't want to do it either. It kills me inside. Absolutely eats me up, James. But we can't just roll over and 
stop right now. It's hard for me to take charge and be the one to say that, but who else is going to? All I'm 
asking is for you to try and work with me. This is already hard enough. We've already lost so much. | don't 
think | can bear to lose my best friend on top of it all" Lars sniffed. He didn't lose his composure, he knew he 


couldn't, so he rubbed at his eyes until the tears were nothing more than a drying stain on his knuckles. 


The air felt thick as silence rang deafeningly through the room. James's answers always seemed to take a long 
time, but never so long as in this moment. With his head bowed and his eyes closed, he looked almost as 
though he was praying, Lars thought; the shudder in his voice told him he was simply holding back the emotion 
that was threatening to break free. "Okay. Alright. Let's do it. For Cliff," he finally said. 


Lars felt relief flood through him. Things were far from perfect, but he could work with this. "Okay. Thank 
you, James. | know this is the right decision And Jason is really good! You should hear how he played-" 


"Please, squirt, shut up. Would you come sit over here for a minute?" James interrupted. He softly patted the 


open cushion beside him and Lars padded over to drop down on it. 


It had been a mere few weeks since James had last wanted Lars nearby like this, but the rift that had formed 
between them made it feel like ages. Lars stared down at the inches of space between them and he bounced 


his leg furiously up and down James placed a firm hand on his knee to steady it. 


‘lm sorry for acting like all this was your fault," James said tentatively. His eyes were still cast down, though 


Lars looked fully at him. "That was shitty of me, wasn't it?" 


For the first time in weeks, Lars let a hoarse chuckle pass through his lips. "Yeah, kinda" When James stayed 
silent, he continued. "H's okay, though. | know this has been terrible for you. | just.please don't shut me out 


anymore, okay? | need you," he said. 


"C'mere," James mumbled, tucking Lars to his chest. He felt a sigh escape the little drummer and knew he was 


still trying not to cry. He patted his back. "lm sorry for being a dick, okay?" 


Lars looked up with a teary smile. "James Hetfield, apologizing? The sleep deprivation must've finally gotten to 


me. This has to be a hallucination," he said. 


With a roll of his eyes, James shoved Lars away. It didn't keep him away for long, though; he had easily 
wriggled his way back into James's comforting arm only seconds later. The pair of them sat in comfortable 
silence for a while and James contemplated the love he felt for the man at his side. How lucky he was to have 


made such a kind, caring- 


"James, you fucking smell. Have you showered at all in the last couple days? Go take a shower, now," Lars 


ordered. 


-obnoxious, bossy little friend. 


